THE NEED OF INDIA S SUFFERERS
didn't look out, so I went straight to a friend whom I knew
would understand; I told Murray Webb-Peploe, then at
St. Thomas's Hospital, exactly how the land lay. It is
somehow far harder to shirk a duty when someone else,
whose friendship one values, knows all about it. My father
knew, as a matter of fact. I had recently had two days
with him in India, whilst he was on a visit with other
officials of the London Missionary Society to examine that
Society's work in India and make important decisions
about it. In those two days at Bellary I had told him
my feelings, and he had suggested that I should revolve
them in my head for a bit. But he indicated that if I did
go out to India he wo\uld be very pleased.
So, within two days of reaching England, I bearded
the lion in his den, and informed the gentle and courteous
Professor Choyce that I was sorry, but—I could not
stay on in London after what I had seen in India. Choyce
was very nice about it, especially since he probably thought
I was completely mad thus to throw away the chance of a
lifetime, a chance which opened up the career which, a
few months previously, I had lived for. My friends at
hospital probably thought the same ; but then, they had
not seen India's need. At all events, I remember that
when I had thus burned my boats a great peace of mind,
and a contented feeling that things were all right, came over
me.
I felt that I had at last obtained an object in life. I
had had an unsettled existence, both during the War and
after it had finished, sleeping very often in a tent, some-
times in an hotel; now cooking my own food in a dugout,
now eating a good dinner with well-chosen wine in London ;
at one time shivering among the snows of the Alps or
Himalaya, at another scorching under a tropical sun.
Now that was all ended, and it was to be the tropical sun
for the rest of my life. So be it. It was a grand thing
to have got it settled and off my chest. " The peace of
God which passeth all understanding . . ."
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